GLIMPSES   OF  WILD  LIFE

squirrel. But a moment's scrutiny revealed his coon-
ship.   Then how to capture him became the prob-
lem. A long pole was procured, and I sought to
dislodge him from his hold.   The skill with which
he maintained himself amid the branches excited
our admiration. But after a time he dropped lightly
to the ground, not in the least disconcerted, and
at once on his guard against both man and beast.
The dog was a coward, and dared not face him.
When the coon's attention was diverted, the dog
would rush in;  then one of us would attempt to
seize the coon's tail, but he faced about so quickly,
his black eyes gleaming, that the hand was timid
about seizing him.   But finally in Ms skirmishing
with the dog I caught him by the tail, and bore him
safely to an open flour barrel, and he was our pris-
oner. Much amusement my little boy and I antici-
pated with him. He partook of food that same day,
and on the second day would eat the chestnuts in
our presence.  Never did he show the slightest fear
of us or of anything, but he was unwearied in his
efforts to regain his freedom.  After a few days we
put a strap upon his neck and kept him tethered by
a chain.   But in the night, by dint of some hocus-
pocus, he got the chain unsnapped and made off, and
is now, I trust, a patriarch of his tribe, wearing a
leather necktie.

The skunk visits every farm sooner or later, (>no
night I came near shaking hands with one on mj
193a redgraceful form and motion were
